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Cunning Stunts 


Author's Notes: 
This fic is inspired by the backstage footage on Metallica's ‘Cunning Stunts’ DVD extras, which resulted in a 
bunny spawned in chat one afternoon with Ang. It's all her fault. ;) Thanks muchly for the beta, matel 


It turned out that putting The Big Freeze on Jason was pretty easy, despite the tiny dressing room at Fort 
Worth. James leaned casually against a flight case, his back very deliberately to Jason, while he gave his food 
order to a production assistant. He knew Jason knew what he was doing, because Jay kept butting into the 


conversation, trying to draw James's attention to him. 


"Get me some barbecue kitten fillets," James said, plastering a smile so wide onto his face that his cheeks 


ached. 
‘Fritters are good. The kitty fritters." 


"Shaved penguin, uh, poppers." James continued to ignore Jason, much to the confusion of the production guy, 


who glanced uncertainly between the two of them while trying to look as though he hadn't noticed anything 


was amiss. 


Ignoring Jason was good, and cutting him off when he tried to speak was even better, as even a single syllable 


spoken by him conjured up vivid images in James's mind. 
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Jason leaning against the wall of the storage closet, eyes closed, head thrown back in ecstasy... Jason moaning in 
pleasure, his fingers tangled in the hair of the person who knelt in front of him, sucking on Jason's cock like there 
was no tomorrow... Jason opening his eyes, gazing unperturbed at James, despite being literally caught with his pants 
down 


It was only when Jason had pulled away from his new friend, and was unhurriedly tucking his half-hard cock 
back into his pants, that James had shifted his attention to the man sprawled on the floor where Jason had 
pushed him. 


If James's stomach had clenched when he walked into the closet and saw Jason, it plummeted to his boots 


when he locked eyes with Kirk. 


Black eye-liner smudged all the way around darkened, completely blown eyes, had given Kirk an almost demonic 
expression. He had simply picked himself up off the floor and left the closet, blowing James a kiss as he went 
by. James had clenched his fists and turned back to Jason 


"[—" 
"Fuck you. We're done," James had cut him off, before turning on his heel and stalking away. 


Completely riding over Jason whenever he tried to take part in a conversation had been working for James all 
day. Once the cameras were turned off, James made a dash for the door, determined to put as much distance 


between himself and Jason as possible before Jay could corner him and try to talk things out. 


As James went to go out of the door, Lars bounced through and careened off to one side as James shoved 


past him. 


"What the fuck?" Lars demanded after James's retreating figure. James didn't bother to reply, settling instead 
for giving Lars the finger over his shoulder. As he rounded a corner in the hallway, he could hear Lars 


demanding to know what the fuck was going on from Jason. 


Beer. That was what he needed right now. A nice fucking chilled Coors Light or four. In an effort to get James 
to cut down on his alcohol intake, Lars, ever the little dictator, had banned beer from Metallica's rider for the 


rest of the tour. Of course, that didn't mean he was exercising any more control than usual over James's 


drinking habits. 


James was mentally telling Lars to go shove his beer ban up his ass as he arrived at the Door to Beer 


Heaven, better known as Corrosion of Conformity's dressing room. 


"Hey man," Pepper said, as James stuck his head around the door. "Couldn't take any more of the Great Beer 
Drought, huh?" 


"Something like that," James muttered in response. He made a beeline for the cooler in the corner of the room 
and retrieved a bottle. He popped the cap, took several long gulps, then sprawled on the couch beside Pepper, 


who was putzing around on a battered acoustic guitar. 


"So you doing a solo gig tonight, or what?" James looked pointedly around the dressing room, which was empty 


except for the two of them. 

"Woody's chick is in town tonight," Pepper gave James the finger. "As for Reed and Mike, | have no fucking idea, 
and don't even think you're going to distract me from finding out what bug is so obviously up your butt, 
judging by the pained fucking expression on your face." 

"The beer's flat." 

"Bullshit. | know you too fucking well to be fooled by the Mighty Hetfield facade you got going.’ 

"My tech is out sick and | don't trust the guy subbing for him.” 

"Do | look fucking stupid to you?" 

| caught Jase getting a fucking blow job from Kirk." 

Pepper opened his mouth to give another smartass retort before what James had said actually hit him. 
"Come again?” 

"l. Caught Jase. Getting a blow job. From Kirk." 


"And they're both still breathing?" Pepper's response startled an amused snort from James before he 


remembered who they were talking about and a frown settled back over his features. 


"l can barely handle being in the same room as either of them, without wanting to put their heads through a 


wall," James admitted. 
"Could make for a fun stage show tonight," Pepper said dryly. "Did you talk to Jase?" 


"Maybe | don't fucking want to talk to him," James said as he got to his feet and helped himself to another 


beer from the cooler. 


"Look man, l'm hardly a touchy-feely get-in-touch-with-my-emotions guy myself, but don't you think it might 


help to ask him why?" 
"Yeah, Het," another voice, laced with sarcasm, chimed in. "Don't you think it might help to ask Jase why?" 


James slammed his beer down beside the cooler, and strode across the room. He grabbed Kirk by his collar 


and shoved him against the wall, where he had been leaning. 


"Now, now. Killing your guitarist is not the right way to go about fixing your relationship. Neither is running to 
your ex for a little TLC." Kirk jerked his head in Pepper's direction as he struggled out of James's grip. 


Pepper shrugged. "None of that going on here, dude. You heard me suggesting he talk to Jase." 


"Will you two fucks stop talking about me like I'm not standing right the fuck in front of you?" James moved 
as though to pin Kirk to the wall again, but Kirk dodged around him. 


"How the fuck do you think it looks to Jase, fuck, to everyone on the entire tour if the two of you have a 
fight and you go running to Pep-" 


"There was no TLC involved, Hammett," Pepper was beginning to sound as if his infinite patience, sorely needed 


when dealing with members of Metallica, particularly said ex-partner, was wearing thin. 


"Whatever." Kirk rolled his eyes and approached James, stopping only when a few inches separated them. "You 


need to talk to Jase, James. You can either come willingly, or... well, unwillingly” 
"You gonna make me, Kirk? You and what fucking army?" 

Kirk smirked, slunk over to the door, opened it, and stuck his head out into the hallway. 
‘Lars! 


James glanced involuntarily at the beer bottle on the table. Kirk followed his gaze, a small smile still playing 


about the corners of his mouth. 


"Which is the lesser evil, James? Talking to Jase, or facing Lars after he finds out you were in here boozing 
up, and breaking his little beer ban?" 


James growled, and advanced on Kirk, feeling a smug satisfaction as Kirk swallowed and made a vain attempt 
not to step back. Coming down from whatever he'd snorted always meant that Kirk lost his drug-induced 


swagger. 


He opened his mouth to put Kirk in his place, but was distracted by the sound of approaching feet and the 
familiar Ulrich Yap as Lars bitched about having to cater to Kirk's every diva whim. James closed his mouth 


again. Decision time. 


"Got another door in the corner, man," Pepper offered from where he was still sprawled across the couch. "I 


think we did better than you guys tonight in terms of dressing rooms." 


James nodded tightly at Pepper and was out of the dressing room before Kirk could offer another smartass 
comment. Let fucking Kirk deal with the shit he'd stirred up by summoning Lars. 


It was extremely tempting to find a new hiding place, and some more beer to while away the time before they 
went on. In fact, that sounded much more fun than having to go and deal with Jason. Because he really didn't 


want to go and deal with Jason. 


So, the beer would be easy enough to come by; Gio owed him a favour, and slipping out to the concession 
stand for a couple of bottles of something was easy enough, not like some of the favours James had exacted 
out of the bodyguard in the past. Plus, the new issue of Field and Stream was waiting for him in one of the 
drawers of his flight case... Yup, that was definitely his best fucking option right about now. 


NNN NINN INI 


Jason's plan wasn't turning out as he'd hoped It had started off pretty much on target, right down to him 
catching Kirk at just the right moment of his high, when he was open to suggestion. The suggestion in this case 


being, of course, a blow job in a dark, quiet, corner of the arena 


Kirk, being Kirk, hadn't taken much persuading, and the blow job had been so fucking fantastic that Jason had 
almost forgotten why he was there in the first place. At least, until the door to the storage closet had been 
thrown open and James had stood in the doorway, framed by the light spilling in from the hallway. 


That exact moment was when The Plan had begun to fall apart. Instead of being caught up in a wave of 
jealousy that propelled him across the room to reclaim Jason from the jaws of femptafion-Jason groaned 
inwardly, his brain was coming up with bad puns even now-James had cut him dead, walking out of the door 


and out of their relationship. 


Since he was still walking around in one piece, it seemed James had decided-for the sake of the band most 
likely-nof to pound him black and blue, then slice him into fillet steak-sized slices for his post-show barbecue. 


Unless James wasn't really all that bothered about their relationship, and was simply content to cut Jason off 
and leave it at that. Cold fear wormed its way into Jason's stomach at the thought. His heart began to pound, 
and he stopped in his tracks, trying to think clearly. 


That wasn't it. That couldnt be it. They'd been together-off and on, admittedly-for nearly a year now. Even 
James, Mr Suppress-Every- Single-Feeling-|-Have wouldn't have stuck it out that long if he didn't feel 
something, right? 


"Hey, Jase," Niclas appeared out of nowhere to stand at Jason's elbow. He looked at Jason curiously. "You ok, 


man? You look a little." Niclas waved his hands around vaguely. 
"Uh, sure, l'm good." Jason offered what he hoped was a reassuring smile. Dont. Panic. Just keep smiling 


"Great! ‘Cause those contest winners, you know, from the MetClub? They're here, and they're supposed to be 
kinda hangin’ out with the band, before the big rock show, which means | have to round you guys up and stick 
you in with the kids for a half hour or so." 


Fuck. Obviously, Jason's smile was too reassuring. Being stuck with the kids was the last place he needed to be 
right now. What he needed was himself and James, in a room with a bed-hell, who was he kidding, the floor 
would do-where they could- 

"Jason? You in there?" 

"Can't you go bug one of the other guys to do this? Let one of those dicks be the fan guy for once." 


Niclas raised an eyebrow. 


"James is already in the dressing room. | found him with a beer and Field and Stream, like he hadn't got 
anything better to do," Tony cut in as he wandered around the corner. "As for you, Newsted, get your ass 


moving." 


"James is doing the meet n' greet?" The cold feeling intensified. Field and Stream? Meeting fans? Carrying on like 
nothing happened? 


"Didn't | just say that?" Tony's question was left hanging without an answer, as Jason walked off without a 


word, disappearing in the direction of the dressing room. 


wvunu 


The half hour James spent entertaining the competition winners with Jason was one of the most agonising of 
his life. He could feel Jason's eyes boring into him the entire time, despite the fact he very deliberately did not 


so much as glance in Jason's direction. 


Just as he had done during the whole discussion about what barbecue James wanted for dinner, Jason 
continually tried to talk to James, to get a reaction out of him in some way. James simply focused on the kid 
in front of him, who could barely contain his excitement at being in the presence of the Mighty Hetfield, let 


alone having James give him all of his attention 


Niclas appeared none too soon to shoo the kids out of the dressing room. James sighed in relief as the door 


clicked shut behind them, then tensed as a throat cleared behind him. 


Fuck. Jason had been so uncharacteristically quiet for the last few minutes James had almost forgotten he 


was there. 
"We need to talk." 


James scowled, and moved towards the door. Jason, used to having to move quickly around James in order to 
avoid a drunken fist flying his way every so often-after a decade or so in the same band-beat him to the 
door and blocked his path. 

"We need to talk." 


James squared his shoulders and pulled himself up to his full height, and had to squelch down a satisfied smirk 
at the defensive body language Jason adopted. 


"I think you've caused enough fucking damage for one day." 

"And us talking is going to cause more, how?" 

"My fist meeting your face would make you indirectly responsible for causing more damage." 

"Don't you want to know why?" 

James did want to know why, but he wasn't about to let Jason have the satisfaction of knowing that. 


"Cuz you couldn't keep your dick in your pants, and Kirk just happened to be on his knees at the right fucking 


time?" 


"Look who's fucking talking!" Jason was right in James's face, breathing heavily. In another situation, James 
might have taken it for a good sign Here and now, though? He was drawing a blank. 


"Jay, | have no fucking clue what is going on in that head of yours right now. You wanna enlighten me?” 


"Do you think l'm a fucking moron? Goddammit!" Jason brushed past James and began to pace the room. "Do 
you think | don't know what's going on?" 


"Id like to know what the fuck is going on," James countered. Since it looked like Jason wasn't actually going to 


try kicking the crap out of him, he relaxed a little and leant against the wall 
"You and Pepper." 
"Me and Pepper... what?" 


"You and Pepper! Spending every spare second you get together! You're with him before the show, after the 


show, any time you can get away. You've spent more time on this tour holed up with Pepper, your fucking ex, 


than you have with me, even though you're with me. Now what does that fucking say to you, James? ‘Cause 
its sure saying an awful fucking lot to me." 


A grin spread across James's face, and he chuckled before he could stop himself. Sometimes, Jason came out 
with the most ridiculous shit... 


"Jay-" 
"Shut up, James, just shut the fuck up." Jason came to a stop in front of James. "I can't do this anymore." 
"I think that's supposed to be my line. You're the asshole who fucking cheated on me, remember?" 


"So you could see what it felt like! See how /feel, every time you run off to be with Pepper." 


"You thought | was having an affair with Pepper? Shit, Jay-" 


"If | wasn't completely sure before, it was certainly crystal fucking clear when you walked out of that storage 
closet earlier. Where was the fucking emotion, James? If you were so crushed by me cheating on you with 
Kirk, where was the anger? Where were the fists flying in all directions.. the yelling? You cut me dead and 
walked away. If it was so easy to cut the ties you can't have cared that much in the first place." 


It was as though he could see the pieces of the whole stupid fucking puzzle falling into place. Walking in on 
Jason and Kirk, James had felt as if someone had kicked him in the stomach. Well, that certainly showed in 
neon fucking lights what he'd been trying to run from for the past few months. 


He and Jason had been together for, shit, coming up on a year now. For the entire time, James had felt as 
though his father was standing like the proverbial angel on his shoulder, preaching to him about how love for 


another man was evil, and James had listened, if only insofar as he had resisted getting closer to Jason 


Now though.. well, if his reaction to walking in on Jason and Kirk was anything to go by, he'd had one hell of a 


wake-up call. Slowly, he reached up a hand to cup Jason's cheek. 


| wasn't cheating on you with Pepper." Jason snorted and pulled away. James reached for him again, with both 


hands this time, and pulled him forward into a kiss. Nothing much, just a barely-there brush of the lips. 

"l wasn't cheating with Pepper," he repeated, trying to get through to Jason. 

"I'm not a fucking idiot, Het" Jason was scowling, but he didn't move away. 

"This time Jase, yeah, you are. There is nothing going on with me and Pepper. And while | know I'm the last 


fucking guy that would spill his guts about what he's feeling, if you had just come and asked me instead of 
getting Kirk on his knees for you, you would have known that!" 


Jason closed his eyes and hung his head, muttering ‘Fuck’ under his breath. James sighed and tangled his hand 
in Jason's hair, pulling and twisting locks around his fingers as he worked himself up to what he knew he had to 
say next.. to finally resolve the whole fucking mess they'd gotten themselves into. 

"And, uh, if you had come and asked me, you..you would have known-because | would have told you-that it's 
you l'm.. that its you l'm in love with. And l'm so fucking sorry my hang-ups about having those kinds of 
feelings for another guy got in the way of me telling you that for so long. l'm sorry | let things get to this 
point." 


James could feel his face burning now, and was sure his cheeks were the world's brightest shade of red to go 


along with it. 


"Oh" There was a pause, and James waited, expecting Jason to continue. "I guess we're both fucking idiots for 


letting things get this far, huh?" 
"Guess we are." 


"Do you think that maybe.. maybe you could forgive this idiot and take him back?" Jason stared at his feet as 


he spoke, avoiding James's gaze. 


James dropped his hands and wrapped Jason in a bear hug, feeling Jason's hands slide up his back to return 


the hug. 
"| think that's something we could work on" 


James dipped his head the couple of inches he needed to touch his lips to Jason's. Jason's lips parted under his, 
and he flicked his tongue across them, teasing, wrapping his arms a little tighter around Jason- 


"What do you fucking know? They were in here all along.’ 
James and Jason both looked towards the door, which they hadn't heard open, and saw Lars's head poking 
around the door. They both wore identical expressions of annoyance and frustration; Lars simply leaned against 


the door frame and chucked at the sight. 


Gio appeared behind him in the doorway, and held up his hand to signal five minutes until showtime before 
dragging Lars away. 


Jason rested his head on James's shoulder with a defeated sigh, and then looked up into James's face. 


"You think we could take a rain check and finish this later?" 


James grinned, kissed Jason again and then hooked an arm around his shoulders, leading him towards the door. 


"Defi nitely." 


~ Finis ~ 


